
Robert Robinson, alt. | John Wyeth 

Come Thou Fount 
 
 
Verse 1 
Come, Thou fount of every blessing, 
Tune my heart to sing Thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me some melodious sonnet 
Sung by flaming tongues above; 
Praise the mount! I'm fixed upon it, 
Mount of Thy redeeming love. 
 
Verse 2 
Here I raise my sign of victory; 
Hither by Thy help I've come; 
And I know, by Thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home. 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to rescue me from danger, 
Interposed His precious blood. 
 
Verse 3 
Oh to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I'm constrained to be! 
Let Thy goodness, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to Thee: 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the God I love; 
Here's my heart, O take and seal it; 
Seal it for Thy courts above. 
 
 
 
 



Lina Sandell Berg (translated by Andrew L. Skoog)| Oscar Ahnfelt 
 

Day by Day 
 
 
Verse 1 
Day by day and with each passing moment, 
Strength I find to meet my trials here; 
Trusting in my Father’s wise bestowment, 
I’ve no cause for worry or for fear. 
He whose heart is kind beyond all measure 
Gives unto each day what He deems best– 
Lovingly, its part of pain and pleasure, 
Mingling toil with peace and rest. 
 
Verse 2 
Ev'ry day the Lord Himself is near me 
With a special mercy for each hour; 
All my cares He fain would bear, and cheer me, 
He whose name is Counselor and Pow'r. 
The protection of His child and treasure 
Is a charge that on Himself He laid; 
“As thy days, thy strength shall be in measure,” 
This the pledge to me He made. 
 
Verse 3 
Help me then in ev'ry tribulation 
So to trust Thy promises, O Lord, 
That I lose not faith’s sweet consolation 
Offered me within Thy holy Word. 
Help me, Lord, when toil and trouble meeting, 
E'er to take, as from a father’s hand, 
One by one, the days, the moments fleeting, 
Till I reach the promised land. 
 
 

 
 



Horatio G. Spafford | Philip P. Bliss 

It Is Well with My Soul 
 
 
Verse 1 
When peace like a river attendeth my way, 
When sorrows like sea billows roll, 
Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, 
"It is well, it is well with my soul." 
 
Chorus 
It is well with my soul; 
It is well, it is well with my soul! 
 
Verse 2 
Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come, 
Let this blest assurance control: 
That Christ has regarded my helpless estate, 
And hath shed His own blood for my soul. 
 
Verse 3 
My sin–oh, the bliss of this glorious thought– 
My sin, not in part but the whole, 
Is nailed to His cross, and I bear it no more! 
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! 
 
Verse 4 
And, Lord, haste the day when the faith shall be sight, 
The clouds be rolled back as a scroll, 
The trump shall resound, and the Lord shall descend! 
Even so–it is well with my soul! 
 
 
 
 


